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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first Queensryche fic. | hope you enjoy it and get encouraged to listen to them in case you didn't in 


the first place! 


The anxiety ate me up inside. We had just gotten the call that we had the chance to play some songs at a local 
festival, our little infamous band called "The Mob", consisting of Scott Rockenfield who was the drummer, Eddie 
Jackson, our bassist and my best friend Michael Wilton who shared the lead and rhythm guitar parts with me, 
Chris DeGarmo. Well, | wasn't nervous because of the fact that we could perform at a bigger location than we 
ever had the chance to, it made me anxious that we had no singer. How the hell could you perform without a 


singer? 
"Chris, calm down. It ll be alright, we'll find someone before we have to perform, there are still, like, five days." 
Michael had come over to the couch | had been sitting on, plopping down next to me and laying a reassuring 


hand onto my shoulder. We were all gathered in "The Dungeon’, that was how we called Scott's garage in which 


we were always practicing, and were still figuring out what to do. | was the one who was freaking out the most 


because | could really see some potential in this band and didn't want to see it shattering because of a missing 


si nger. 


Michael was still reassuringly patting my shoulder while Scott was sitting in a corner of the small room and 
drinking some beer, Eddie playing around with Scotts drumsticks to occupy himself in a way. With a sigh | 
finally threw my head back onto the backrest of the couch, closing my eyes and trying desperately to come 


up with a solution for our problem. 


"Hey Chris, what about going around the clubs tonight and checking a few bands out? Maybe there's a good 
singer in their rows", Scott finally suggested, making my head snap up. It was such a simple idea that | had 
completely shut it out of my mind all the time. It was simple but it was perfect. 


"Actually, that's the best idea there was so far", | finally replied with a smile on my face, giving Michael a 
reason to withdraw his hand from my shoulder. There was a sudden boost of confidence in me as | looked at 


the others, seeing their approving smiles in return. 


"Then, lets gol", Eddie simply said and got up from his sitting position, causing us to follow him almost directly 
and step out into the cold night air. The four of us wrapped ourselves tightly into our leather jackets, me 
damning myself for putting on ripped jeans that made everything just grow even colder. My long dirty blonde 
locks whipped around my face due to the icy wind and | shuddered, hugging my skinny appearance a bit tighter. 


We wandered over to the place Eddie's car was parked, he was nineteen and had just gotten it. Scott and | were 
both only sixteen, turning seventeen that year and still going to high school, Michael had just turned eighteen 
and due to that, none of us others owned a car. Michael was already working hard in convincing his parents to 
buy him a car while he was scraping up his money to be able to join the driving school and get his driver's 
license at last, but so far they were refusing. That was highly unlike them because usually Michael got 
everything he wanted. 


His father took him to every concert he went to, bought him a guitar and an amp and practiced several 
sports with him. His family was wonderful. | remembered the first time he brought me with him. His mother 
immediately fussed over me and offered me several kinds of foods, his dad showed me all those cool records 
he had on the shelves in the living room. Then Michael had shown me his room. It was very big in comparison 
to mine. There were tons of posters on the walls, of all those bands he had seen live. He had a big soft bed 
and a couch, fluffy carpets on which | had laid for the rest of the day, feeling content. And the best thing, he 
had really really cool guitars. He had a ESP acoustic guitar which had an incredibly beautiful sound, a black ESP 
electric guitar with white skulls on it and another ESP electric guitar which had a silver sparkling surface. 
Michael had been a sucker for ESP guitars right from the start. We had hung out and hit off almost 
immediately since we first knew each other and build up a brotherly relationship with trust and a strong bond. 
We needed that a lot because of all these melodic guitar solos that we played together. It was really funny 


because we were like brothers even though we had such different personalities. 


Michael was a total ladies man. He was in every sports team our high school had and man, he was an amazing 


athlete. All the girls loved him for that, for his built body and his strikingly beautiful looks. He had dark brown, 


wild curly hair and dark, chestnut brown eyes which were killing in combination to one of those charming 
smiles he used on all the girls. The only thing he always complained about was his height. He was really short 
for a dude, he was more than half a head shorter that | was and | would describe my height as average. But 
shortness or not, he got the girls anyway. 


| was the exact opposite. | was a tall, skinny guy who was well-trained, but the fitness showed in the form of 
no fat on my body, not in the form of toned muscles. Due to the fact that muscled guys were the type of 
guys the girls were chasing these days, | mostly got ignored. That wasn't the way | had planned it, and to get 
noticed | started to practice the guitar and write some songs. After | had found a few dudes that were 
interested in forming a band, | had organized gigs at a few clubs for us and laid a note on every girls’ table in 
my class. That way they had gotten interested in me and | had started to get a few girlfriends. However, none 
of the relationships would last. It was always the same. 


First, they were all about the music. They told me how much they loved musical guys and how much they 
would appreciate it. But then when time went on, they started to blame me for investing too much time into 
the music and leaving them behind. Well, maybe they were right in a way, | always put the music first, but 
they always accused me of something they had said that they liked in the first place. In the end, they always 
left me and | was alone with my music again. A year ago, | had stopped trying to make a relationship work 
because of that. From there on it had been only music, music and music. | poured my heart into all those 


songs | wrote, finally auditioning for a freshly forming band consisting of a few guys of our school. 


They were two so far and in need of another guitarist, a bassist and a singer. One of them was Michael and 
the other one was Scott, who had been my classmate. We had never really talked to each other before but as 
soon as we noticed the mutual interest in the rock € metal music scene, we hit it off and became inseparable. 


| found out that | was exactly one day older than Scott and we had similar problems in school and at home. 


My dad had left my family when | was eight, and that caused me to be needed a lot at home. My mother told 
me to look after my little brother Mark quite often, and that limited my chances to go out and into clubs with 
my new friends and band mates Michael and Scott a lot. They came over when | was looking out for him 
though, that way we could at least jam a bit and toss the newest lyrics around. Mark annoyed me a lot, but 
believe it or not, it was a bit thanks to him as well that | had started to play guitar. 


My granddad once bought a cheap acoustic guitar for Mark, but he wasn't interested in it. So | found it by 
coincidence when | needed it the most, stored under the couch in our living room, and started to noodle out 
some melodies. | had to work as a babysitter and do a halftime job at a small music store in town to be able 
to scrape enough money together to buy my first real guitar. It had been a black ESP electric guitar and | 
exactly remembered the moment | took it off the hook in that little music store | was working in, finally with 
the intention to buy and not to clean it. 


The three of us had gotten joined by Eddie just a while later. We met at a small club downtown, listening to 
some newcomer band and drinking some beer as he came up to us and we got involved into a conversation. He 
told us he played bass guitar and joined us without a second thought after we had told him that we were in 
need of a bassist. With Eddie came the car, and with the car came the girls. Eddie himself was not really 


interested in them, he had a steady relationship with a girl he had met a year ago and didn't want To ruin it. 
Michael though used the fact that the girls were after us to his advantage, he had a different girl each night. 
Scott and | were both still pretty young and inexperienced and chose to concentrate on the music instead of 


the girls, what caused the two of us to get even closer. 


Scott really was a cool guy. He had all those ripped band shirts from our idols because his mum was liking 
that music scene as well and bought them gladly for him. His dad was kind of a business man, barely at home 
and putting family behind work. It was his mum who had supported him as he wanted to become a drummer 
and bought him a drum kit, it was his mum who helped him clear our the garage and plaster the walls with 
egg cartons for a better sound. His mum was a bit crazy but so supportive, that she won my heart the 
second Scott introduced me to her. Scott had told his mum that | was a fan of the bands that he was fan of 
as well, and soon after that | got a package delivered with several band shirts and even a leather jacket in it. 


Since then | knew that Scott's mum was really out of her mind. 


We finally got all into Eddie's car, a run down, red Ford Fiesta, and headed towards downtown. | was sitting in 
the backseat next to Scott, still shivering due to my lack of appropriate clothing for late February. Michael was 
just turning up the radio, Jimi Hendrix! Foxy Lady was on, and started to air-guitar along. Michael's dad was a 
big Jimi Hendrix fan and due to that, Michael had practically grown up with the music. He still listened to it and 
created some great riffs with its influence, so | started to listen more to it as well and learned that you could 


really learn something from it. 


Eddie was staring out onto the road, impatiently tapping his fingers against the steering wheel to await our 
arrival, and a bit annoyed by the way Michael was shifting around in his seat while air—quitaring. My gaze 
landed on Scott as | was still rubbing my arms in order to get a little warmer. Scott had his right foot, which 
was clad in a worn out cowboy boot, laying on his left, jeans-clad knee and was toying with the rim of his boot 
to keep himself occupied. He wore a bandana to hold his hair back and was kind of wearing what | was wearing, 


except from the fact that he wasn't freezing at all. 


"Hey Scott, do you think we'll be successful with our hunt tonight?", | finally asked into the comfortable silence, 


making Scotts head snap up and turn into my direction, a confident grin firmly in place. 


"Hell yeah Chris, | just know that we made the right decision tonight. We'll find him. The one who'll complete 
this band perfectly." 


The gleam in his brown eyes convinced me that he was right. We would be successful tonight: 


Something like twenty minutes later we pulled up in front of our favorite club, called "Wild Wind". There were 
always good newcomer bands playing in there, and maybe tonight it would be a band whose singer we could 
recruit, at least for that one gig at the festival. Content we finally exited the car, Michael tossing his arm 
across my shoulders in a brotherly way and steering me up the couple of stairs behind Eddie and Scott that 
led up to the front door of the little club. As soon as Eddie pushed down the door handle, the sound of live 
music filled our ears. We all entered the small location and quickly shut the door behind us to keep the cold 


outside. Eddie offered to take our jackets to the small cloakroom in the back of the club while Michael already 


made his way through the people because he had spotted a chick in his liking on the other side of the room. So 


after just a few moments it was only Scott who was left with me. 
"lm gonna get us some beer dude. Be right back!" 


And now | was alone. Great. | turned my attention to the band that was playing at the moment. Babylon. What a 
promising name. As | was just about to turn away and go after Scott, | heard that voice. The voice carrying 
from the microphone through the speakers and into the room. My eyes directly fixated on the man with the 
microphone in his hand. Oh my fucking god, he could sing. Man, could he sing. 


The man was making the stage his own, he got the crowd in front of the stage to go wild. He had the perfect 


aura to fit into our band. 


"Hey! Chris! You look like you spaced out a bit", Scott yelled right beside my ear to be heard over the music, 


making me almost jump before | turned my head and got met by his beaming grin 
"No, uh, | just.. | think we need that man up there on the stage." 


Scott looked towards said man and took a moment to listen to his singing. He made a thoughtful face, tapping 
his fingers absently against the two beer bottles he was holding in is hands. Then he abruptly turned towards 


me again, eyes glistening. 
"Yes Chris, c'mon! We have to get everyone together to confront him!" 


| chuckled. Scott always had to do something right in the moment he had decided to do it. After | had blinked 
he had already disappeared from beside me only to reappear seconds later at Michael's side on the other side 
of the room, tearing him away from the girl he had flirted with and pulling him through the crowd and 


towards me again. Eddie joined us soon after, having returned from the cloakroom with a beer for himself. 


"Well, guys, this dude on stage there is just what we need! | have a really good feeling about this!", | exclaimed 


excitedly, seeing their hopeful smiles in return 


"Well, he sure is able to sing. Maybe the barkeeper knows something about him?", Eddie stated and | nodded in 
agreement, pushing through the people to finally arrive at the small bar. The barkeeper was a maybe 
eighteen-year-old dude who was obviously out of the rocker scene according to his styling. He had fluffed 
blonde hair and bright blue eyes, wore a ripped gray Stones shirt and a pair of black leather pants to match. 


As he spotted me weaving through the crowd and towards him, he smiled a soft smile at me. 


"Hey, can | help you? You don't look like you're old enough to be in this club on your own, may | ask if you're 
eighteen yet?", the rocker dude asked and | blushed lightly in embarrassment, looking down, 


"Nah, not quite. I'm sixteen, turning seventeen this summer. I'm here with my adult band mates." 


"Aw, an innocent little guy", rocker dude replied, making me look up with a cocked eyebrow before blessing him 
with a half-hearted ‘fuck off. He just laughed and rested his forearms on the bar counter, cocking his head 
slightly to the side in a silent question. 

"You're in a band?" 

"Yep, | would dare to say that we're pretty good" 

The guy just looked at me with a raised eyebrow and an interested smile on his face. After a while it got a 
little awkward and | lowered my head and cleared my throat, causing him to stop staring at me. Finally he 


asked: "Well, can | help you now or not?" 


"Yeah yeah, | just want to know if you maybe know the band?", | asked hopefully, seeing his smile widening. 
Eddie had guessed right. 


"Yep, they're here, like, once a week? What do you wanna know about ‘em?" 
Rocker dude looked at me expectantly, his hands folding as he continued to look at me curiously. 
"I want to get to know the singer. Is there a way?" 


"Oh, Geoff? That little arrogant bastard? I'm sure you can, just wait here. He always comes over here after 


he's done to get himself a beer. But just so you know, he thinks he comes from a higher place." 


Great, that sounded like a very promising and friendly person. Just as | looked at rocker dude again Geoff 
announced that the next song would be their last. A shiver of anticipation raced through me but | controlled 


myself and met the gaze of rocker dude once again 
"Hey, what's your name kid?", he asked after a moment of silence and | dropped my gaze to my fingers again 
"Hts Chris, and yours?" 

"Darren Pleased to meet you, Chris", he replied and held out his hand for me to shake, me taking it and smiling 
shyly at him. Suddenly | felt a person jump onto me from behind, smelling the familiar scent of Michael's 


hairspray and turning around to face him, as well as Eddie and Scott. 


"How's it going, man? What did you find out?", Michael finally asked and glanced at Darren, who was eyeing the 


four of us curiously. 


"Well, Darren, the barkeeper, told me that the singer, whose name is Geoff, is pretty arrogant. | hope he's not 
a complete asshole, but we have to try to convince him. Is anyone backing out of giving it a try?", | asked 


them but | only saw determined gazes on the faces of my band mates. 


‘Chris! There he comes!", | heard Darren say from behind me and turned my head to see the young singer 
making his way through the crowd. Like Darren had predicted he went straight to the bar counter, ordering a 
beer that Darren gladly gave him. Michael, Eddie and Scott thought that | presented the band in the best way 
and that was why | always had to do all the talking, even if | was only fuckin’ sixteen. As Geoff turned his back 
to the bar, he finally spotted the guys and me. He examined the four of us with an unreadable gaze before he 
finally stepped up to me, since | was standing in the front. 


| stood still, frozen to the spot for a moment, and just took him in. Geoff was a muscular dude with long, 
curled dark brown hair and bangs that hung in soft curly strands to his forehead. He was clad in a black 
muscle T and black leather pants, worn out black boots completing the look. His eyes were a piercing green, 
rimmed by black khoal to make them pop. His lips were full and rosy and he finally moved them to say 


something. 
"Hey, is there something | can do for you?" 
Not that arrogant, after all. 


"Well, um, hey. We just wanted to talk to you", | replied, my voice a little shaky but not shy. Geoff rose his 
eyebrows in an amused way but finally extended his hand, that | took and shook. 


"Geoff Tate." 
"Chris DeGarmo, pleased to meet you." 


| finally turned around and nodded at the rest of the guys, encouraging them to introduce themselves to the 
young, talented singer. Scott was the first to snap out of the trance. 


"Scott Rockenfield, nice to meet you. That was some amazing shit you did up there on stagel", he stated and 
shook a smiling Geoff's hand, looking at him kind of awestruck. 


"Michael Wilton, your performance was amazing, manl", Michael said next, causing Geoff to chuckle. 


"Eddie Jackson, I'm the oldest and watching over these crazy teens. You were really good though man, your 


singing has some amazing qualities!" 


"Thanks guys, | really appreciate it! Now, what did you just say? They're all teens?", Geoff chuckled and | 
blushed deeply, looking down. Did Eddie have to say that? 


"Well, he's only halfway right, Eddie is nineteen and Michael is eighteen. Scott and | are both sixteen though, 
turning seventeen this summer", | finally replied, looking up at Geoff and noticing the cocked eyebrow which he 
had raised in surprise, silently guessing how old he was. He must have read my thoughts because he ran a 


hand through his hair before looking into my eyes again 


"| feel pretty old now in comparison’, he giggled, the dimples in his cheeks showing, "since I'm twenty-one". 


| found my gaze drawn to that face of his, studying the curves of his eyebrows and the clear-cut jawbone, 
those plump lips and those bright green eyes. A small sizzle settled in my gut but | nervously willed it away. 


We were here for business now, weren't we? 


"Well, actually we wanted to ask you if you would do us a little favor", | started and Geoff narrowed his eyes 


curiously, tilting his head lightly to the side. 


"Well, you guys seem really nice, but it depends on the favor of course", he finally said and | nodded nervously, 


urging myself to keep on speaking. 


"We're a band, a cover band to be exact. We've gotten a spot at a local festival on Sunday but we have no 
singer. So we want to ask you if you would help us out, it would really just be for that one gig", | went on and 
Geoff looked surprised, like he hadn't expected us to be a band at all. His gaze shifted from me to Eddie, to 
Michael, to Scott and back to me. Expectantly | looked at him, hoping he would at least give us a chance. Finally 


he spoke again. 
"So what kind of covers do you play?" 


"Mostly Maiden and Priest, sometimes Sabbath as well", Michael replied, Geoff nodding thoughtfully. His eyes 


fixated on mine again and | held the gaze hopefully, seeing his unreadable expression finally melt into a grin 
"Well, why not? I'm in if you guys have a practice room to go through everything.’ 
My face split into a grin as | took a step forward and embraced him into a brotherly half hug. 


"Thanks man, you don't know how much this means to us", | mumbled into his ear, feeling him patting my back 


before pulling away. 


"You're welcome, Chris. What about | give you my number and we sort out everything else that way? l'm 
sorry but | have to go pretty soon’, Geoff replied and | nodded excitingly, seeing Geoff taking a pencil and a 
small piece of paper out of his back pocket and quickly scribbling something down before handing it to me. With 
a last thankful glance at him | tucked the paper into my pocket, seeing the gleaming excitement on my band 


mates' faces. 
"Ill call you then, Geoff See ya soon!" 

"Byel See you guys around!" 

With that Geoff turned around and weaved his way through the crowd again, leaving us standing at the bar. 


With an excited squeal | finally launched myself at Michael, who broke out into laughter and suggested that we 
should party a bit more. Oh, | had such a good feeling about this. 


Chapter Two 


| let myself into my mom's house quietly that night, tiptoeing through the hallway as soon as | had closed the 
door and taken of my boots. Everything was quiet, no blabbing from my little brother, no signs of my mom 
and | took it as a good thing, heading off to my little room and turning the lock immediately. | was exhausted 
and a bit drunk, we had drunk a few more beers after Geoff had left as a kind of celebration. With a sigh | 
finally shrugged off my leather jacket and hung it over the back rest of the chair of my desk, taking a quick 


look at the insides of my room. It was nothing special, really. 


It was rather small, in comparison to Michael's room it was actually super small. | had my bed in one corner 
but its length filled the whole space on one wall, much to my complaint. It was the reason that | had to stack 
my records on a cupboard right above my bed what resulted regularly in me banging my head on the wood 
whenever | was sleepily getting out of bed for school. Anyway, next to the bed on the wall under my window 
was my little desk for my schoolwork since | didn't like it to do my homework in the kitchen where my little 
brother was always running around My black ESP guitar rested on a stand right next to my bed, a few pics 
often scattered on the floor next to it. | had two guitars in total but the other one was standing on its stand 
in Scott's garage, so that | didn't have to run to my house and back to Scotts garage every time we had 
practice. The only other thing | had in my room was my wardrobe, which was on the opposite wall of my bed. 
It was really the only big thing in my room since it had to be able to stash all my clothes and they weren't 
just a few. Clothes were the only thing | was repeatedly buying because | really cared about the way | looked. | 
was even wearing makeup at times but | would never mention it to my band mates because they would 


probably think that | was gay. | couldn't tell them that they would be right if they assumed that as well. 


| had noticed it during my last relationship with a girl, | guess her name had been Lily. We had been in a 
cinema, watching some romantic movie because that had been what Lily had wished for. We had the row for 
ourselves but just before the movie had started, a guy joined us there and sat down two seats away from 
me. He had been quite young and handsome, he had long dark hair and dark eyes. His lips had been full and rosy 
and he had bitten his bottom lip every once in a while. | couldn't help but stare over at him over and over 
again and completely forgot my girlfriend was even there til she tugged on the sleeve of my blouse and asked 
me if | had heard what she had said. | told her that | hadn't and she had looked at the screen again, clearly 
disappointed. | searched in myself, but | hadn't found the urge to comfort her. | had wanted to look at 
handsome guy next to me again. Right then | had imagined to kiss a guy, to touch a guy in a romantic, intimate 


manner. As a mighty sizzle had settled in my gut, | knew that | was officially screwed. 


| had broken up with my girlfriend just a few days later and hadn't touched or thought of a women ever since. 
All| could think about at night was how bad those feelings of attraction towards other guys were and that | 
had to stop them in a way. It was driving me outta my mind and | finally told my mom. | told her that | was 
ashamed of it and wanted it to stop. She had only said that you can't control your feelings and if you find the 
love of your life in a person who is the same gender as you, its not bad or worse than if the person was 
another gender. The most beautiful thing she said was that the only important thing is the inside of a person 
and you're only in love if a person is beautiful on the inside and on the outside to you. Since then | hadn't 


worried about it anymore, | had just chosen to willingly meet what was awaiting me on the path of love 


through my life. 


Well, | hadn't worried about it until today. The thing that was making me break out in a cold sweat was the 
fact that | had felt that sizzle in my gut again as | had looked at Geoff for the first time that day. He was 
just so.. so exactly my type. Why did he have to be my type? | shouldn't think like that about a new friend, a 
guy who would be part of my band for at least the next few days and would be performing the show with us. 
Apart from that he was more than four years older than me and already and adult. Did he have a girlfriend? | 
felt a pang in my heart as that thought crossed my mind. Of course a guy like him had a girlfriend, the girls 
had to be absolutely crazy if the wouldn't chase after him. With a sad sigh | finally peeled off my clothes and 
changed into an over-sized shirt and a pair of shorts, making a quick trip to the bathroom to brush my teeth 


and go to the toilet before returning to my room and crawling under the warm covers. 


Relieved through the final warmth | closed my eyes only to let my thoughts trail to Geoff again. How would it 
feel to have those strong arms around my waist? How would those full lips taste like? Maybe like smoke, 
maybe like alcohol? Or was their taste sweet like strawberries? Maybe fresh like peppermint? | had to stop 
thinking about him like that or | was going to go crazy the way this was heading. But as soon as | managed to 
think of something else, the thoughts of Geoff came back like they had never left. 


With a frustrated groan | finally punched the mattress as my eyes flew open once again, my gaze fixating on 
the ceiling. There was no way | would be able to fall asleep right then The memories of the day came rushing 
through my mind one by one and soon enough | had Geoff's bright smile in front of my eyes as he handed me 
the small piece of paper with his number on it. | quickly hauled myself up and searched for it in the back 
pocket of my denim jeans lying on the ground and soon enough felt the feel of paper scraping against my 
fingertips. Excited | pulled it out of the pocket and switched on the small light next to my bed. A phone number 
in a neat, curved handwriting was revealed under the light and | absently trailed my fingertip over it. After a 
while | had come to the compromise with myself that | had to call him right now in order to be able to sleep 
better afterwards. So | silently tiptoed down the hallway again to snatch the phone from the counter and 
finally plug it back in next to my bed. With a shaking hand | dialed the number, laying down on my bed again and 
fiddling with the cord in nervousness as | held the receiver to my ear. | desperately hoped he would pick up, 
but at the same time | wished he wouldn't. And what was | going to say either way? 


One ring. 
| should hang up as | was still able to. | shouldn't.. 


"Hello?", a deep soothing voice suddenly filtered through the receiver, making me almost jump. Now there was 


no going back 
"Hey, its Chris. Am | bothering you at the moment?" 


| had finally managed to let go of the phone cord but was twirling a strand of my locks around my forefinger, 
blushing lightly and feeling a flutter in my belly. God, | already had it so damn bad. 


"No, not at all, my girlfriend is sleeping already." 


There. He said it. The flutter turned from excited to painfully cramping and the blush grew to an embarrassed 
one. He had a girl. It's not gonna happen, Chris. 


"Chris? You still there?" 


His voice caused me to snap out of it and gulp heavily, closing my eyes before deciding to make it a phone call 


about a band practice and not to reveal that | had actually only wanted to hear his voice again 

"Yeah, sorry, just zoned out a bit. Actually | only wanted to hear when you're free this week to practice." 

The hoarseness and shakiness in my voice way audible, | had inherited that from my dad. Whenever | was hurt 
or any kind of sad my voice got all shaky and insecure. But thank god that Geoff didn't know me long enough to 
be able to notice that. 

"Oh, well, | work from eight to five at a music store, after that l'm free at every day of the week." 

Just breathe and sound confident, Chris. 

"That's good. The guys and | have practice every day when Scott and | are done with our homework which is 
usually pretty early. Michael and Eddie mostly check in later on, after work or studying in Michael's case, so 


you can just check in whenever you want. I'll give you the address, we're practicing in Scott's garage." 


‘Sounds great, | forgot again that you two are still going to school. You already sound and act completely like 


an adult. Don't forget your looks, you look very mature for your age." 


| couldn't help but blush at the compliment, ducking my head like | always did in situations like these, even 
though Geoff couldn't even see me. 


"Um, thanks | guess?", | replied a bit awkwardly, what resolved in Geoff laughing softly on the other end of the 
line. | could exactly picture those dimples in my mind's eye already, those were a thing that just wouldn't get 
out of my head no matter how hard | tried to push it out. 


"It was meant to be a compliment, DeGarmo, don't worry. By the way, what is Michael studying?" 


| was actually a bit surprised that he remembered my last name, usually people had to ask a thousand times 


to finally get it into their stupid heads. 
"Music, | don't know what exactly. | just know that slowly but surely he is running out of money." 


| never really understood why he was running out of money since his parents bought everything for him. But 
seemingly they had decided to let him stand on his own feet a bit more and earn his money by himself. 


‘Oh, so you're real professionals | see. Sad that he's running outta money though, | think he has the talent to 
finish it if the money wouldn't be so important." 


"You haven't even heard him play." 
"Well, | just got this feeling." 


"U-huh." 


For a moment there was silence which grew a bit awkward the longer it lasted. Finally | decided to break it by 
saying something again. 


"Well, by the way, the address of Scott's house is Jb Ith Ave E, Seattle. You have an idea where it is?" 


"Yep, drove by a couple of times when | went to work", came the deep and soothing reply from the other end 


at the line. 
Well, at least | don't have to give him a full on description of the way. 


Again there was silence and Geoff seemed to get about as uncomfortable with it as | was. Thank god he broke 


it. 

"Well, when do you have to be at school tomorrow?" 

"At 8 am. Speaking of which, | need to get some sleep now dude, see ya soon!" 
"Sleep well Chris, have a nice day at school. See ya then!" 


With a shaking hand | slammed the receiver back on the hook, my bottom lip trembling. He had a girlfriend. | 
should've seen it coming. Exhausted | crawled under the covers again, hiding my face in my pillow as | cried 


myself to sleep with helpless tears. 


woun 


| woke the next day to the loud beeps of my alarm clock and sleepily glanced over at the display. It read 630 
am. Just as | wanted to sit up, my head started to spin pretty heavily and reminded me of the amount of 
beers we had drunk the day before, leaving me groaning while pressing my palm against my forehead. Hopefully 


my stomach wouldn't decide to roil as soon as | would be eating breakfast. 


With another groan and a yawn | stretched and rubbed my eyes before getting out of bed, going straight to 
the bathroom and taking a cold shower. That way | always woke up quickly and felt fresh afterwards. While | 


was still in the shower | heard someone knocking onto the door and soon enough it was joined by my mom 


yelling that breakfast was almost ready. | quickly turned the tab off and stepped out of the shower, wrapping 
a towel around my waist and finally letting her know that | had heard her. 


As | turned to the mirror above the sink, | just took a moment to watch my reflection My long, dirty blonde 
hair was hanging in wet, curly strands over my shoulders and framed my lean face and clear-cut jawbone, 
making me appear even more skinny. My pectoral was skinny but pecked with light abs, | had finally managed to 
get a six-pack, which | was very proud of. My eyes were still droopy and my lips a bit chapped, but | knew 
that that would change with the day going by. All in all, | liked myself the way | was. But would Geoff like me 
as well and change his mind over his girlfriend if he would get to know me better? Would he give me a 
chance? | wondered if Geoff would actually join us at practice that day or if he would check in later on in the 
week | really hoped to see him again but | knew that | had to hold myself back and erase all those thoughts 
filled with the longing of him close to me. 


With a final ruffle through my hair | sighed and left the bathroom, searching for something to wear in my 
wardrobe. After | had put on high waisted, tight blue jeans and a black Maiden top to match | quickly raced off 


to the kitchen where my mom and Mark were waiting for me. 


"Good morning honey, | made you some bread with jam. What did you do for so long yesterday?", my mom 
stated with a gentle squeeze to my shoulder, making me smile at the memory. 


"Good morning to you too, mom. We were out in the Wild Wind last night, searching for a singer. | already told 
you that we get to play at that festival on Sunday and we need a singer for that. And mom, we found one! He 


is so amazing! And good looking too!" 


My mom threw me a knowing glance at my last words and my smile faded, getting replaced by a sad frown. 


My mom immediately cocked her head to the side and eyed me expectantly, waiting for me to go on speaking. 
"He has a girl mom, | know what you were thinking. But no, that's not gonna happen" 
With a soft, worried smile my mom nodded and finally gestured me to sit down at the table with my brother 


and eat my breakfast. With slumped shoulders | did how | was told and took a seat across from Mark, avoiding 


his curious stares. 
"Chris?" 


With a sigh | looked up and into the dark eyes of my younger family member, seeing a curious look etched 


onto his features. 
"Yes buddy? What's up?" 


"Will the new singer come over here and meet me as well?", he asked and | almost choked on my bread which | 


had just decided to eat. 


"| don't know, Geoff will only support us when we play at the festival. He has a band already’, | replied and saw 


my brother chuckle in a quite weird way what caused me to raise one eyebrow at him. 
"He's crazy then. You're a thousand times better than they are!" 


| couldn't help but smile at that statement as | continued to eat breakfast, thinking of Geoff once again. Fuck, | 


really had it bad if not even a girlfriend was holding me back from believing in my luck. 


After we had eaten, we quickly brushed our teeth and put on jackets and boots, grabbing our schoolbags 
before heading out of the door. Mark and | were trotting towards the bus station through the icy wind of 
February and | glanced over him fondly quite often He had really grown a lot. His hair was longer than ever 
before, | knew | was kind of like an idol to him. He always came into my room and asked me about the band or 
if | had any suggestions of music he could listen to. He even tried to play guitar with me teaching him but he 
gave up quite quickly due to hurting fingers. He was twelve now and tried to dress like me, behave like me and 
spend a lot of time with me, the last point being a bit difficult due to the band practices. He was in Tth grade 
at the moment and due to the fact that the Junior High School he was visiting was right next to the High 
School | was at we went to school together everyday and got to spend some time together that way. 


| knew that he was quite a womanizer already, even if he was only twelve years old. | was able to relate to 
that because he was a handsome guy with a great character. His hair was darker than mine, it was a 
chestnut brown and a bit more curly than mine. His eyes were a dark brown as well and he was already 
muscular due to his great interest in the football training at his school. All in all a combination that the girls 


loved. 


"Can | come over to your band practice today?", he finally pulled me out of my thoughts, puppy eyes firmly in 
place and | had to smile, nodding quickly. | liked to have him there, he always was good company and gave us 


some competent feedback because he knew all those songs we were covering as well as we did. 
"Sure thing, bro. If you're lucky, Geoff will stop by as well and you'll get to meet him." 


He nodded excitingly and we finally got on the bus that had just arrived, riding the twenty minutes to school. | 
sat on the window side with Mark beside me and looked at the houses, trees and cars passing by. Mark's 
buddy had sat down beside him after a few stops and they were chatting about some boring subject, | would 
guess they talked about history. But | wasn't able to focus on that because our recruited singer was on my 
mind again. Would he come down to "The Dungeon’ today? Only time could tell and all | could do was patiently 


wait for the afternoon. 
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At 4 pm Scott, Mark and | finally trotted back to the bus station, the three of us overly excited because of 
the possibility to see our new singer again really soon. Scott and | had chatted about Geoff during classes and 
breaks and had barely been focusing on the things our teachers were trying to tell us and Mark told us that 
he had been overly excited to go to the band practice with us and didn't really pay attention to the teachers 


as well. If mom would find out, she'd never give Mark the permission to come with us again. So | hoped he 
wouldn't tell her about school. 

"You think he'll be there today?", Scott finally pulled me out of my thoughts, making me nod absently. My 
answer was only guessing and hoping at once but Scott seemed to think that | was a fortune teller and was 


always right. | tell ya, that's a really dumb thing to think. 


However, after an uneventful ride on the school bus we finally arrived at Scotts house, his mom opening the 
door almost immediately after we had rung the doorbell and showering Scott in kisses and hugs. Embarrassed 


he turned towards us and shook his head, gesturing us to take off to the garage, what we gratefully did. 


In there | directly claimed the couch, laying down on it on my belly and poking out my tongue at Mark, who 
was pouting with his hands on his hips. Finally he shrugged with a sigh and sat down with his back against the 
wall, pulling his books, blocks and pencils out of his bag and starting with doing his homework | did the same 
just a while later, still not able to focus on the tasks. My thoughts were whirling around Geoff again. What was 
he doing right now? Probably working in that music store and selling some records to different people. Maybe 
there would be girls that would be flirting with him, maybe there would be old people that would involve him 
into endless talks about anything boring. 


In my half awake state of mind | noticed how Scott entered the garage, half-heartedly damning his mum, an 
embarrassed smile still lingering on his lips. He rummaged in his bag and pulled out a pen and a college block, 
sitting down next to me and reading the things | had written down, copying them but still changing a few words 
and sentences to not raise our teacher's suspicion. We were both students that were okay in school, means 
not really good but also not bad. Due to the fact that we always did our homework together, we had divided 
the days and the tasks. Scott did our homework on Mondays and Wednesdays while | did it on Tuesdays and 
Thursdays. Whenever one did the homework, the other one could copy the tasks and we were usually done 
pretty quickly. On Fridays we divided the tasks and both of us did half of the tasks and copied the other half. 
Our parents didn't know about our working style and never asked since we always had all the homework done 
by the time we got home, and | was glad it was that way because | knew that they would freak if they would 


know about it. 


Like the other days of the week we were done after maybe one hour and a half, Mark needing a bit more time 
but not a lot. And just like every other day Michael stormed in just a while later, his guitar case in his hand 
and his heavy bag full of fat books he needed in those many lectures he was attending to on his back. His long 
brown locks fell into his face, his nose a bit reddened from the cold and his eyes a bit droopy, he always 


looked a bit tired after a day in the university. 


"Hey Mike, how was your day?", | asked and he smiled weakly at me, setting down his bag and his guitar case 


before trotting over to me, flopping down onto the couch next to me with a sigh. 


"Like always. Pretty exhausting but still interesting in a way", he finally replied and | nodded, leaning my head 


against his shoulder while glancing over at Scott who was just making his way towards his drum kit. 


"Did you hear something from Eddie so far?", | asked and Michael shrugged, his locks tickling the side of my 


face, causing me to scrunch up my nose. 

"No, but | guess he's here by any second-" 

Just as he had finished his sentence, the door to the garage opened and in came a very excited looking Eddie. 
‘Guys! He has just pulled up in front of here!" 


My heartbeat started to race directly and my adrenaline went up all at once. He was here. Geoff was here to 
practice with us today. With heated cheeks | quickly stood and picked up my guitar from its stand, starting to 
tune it and warm up my fingers a bit with a few licks. Michael did the same and Scott excitedly bounced up 
and down on his stool, Mark watching with a smile on his face. Eddie had entered too by now and set up the 
equipment he needed, nervously picking out the bass line of Deep Purple's Highway Star before stilling as there 
was a soft knock on the garage door. My cheeks flamed red and | nervously looked down as Scott opened the 


door, revealing our recruited singer. 


He was dressed in a pair of tight blue jeans and a black leather jacket over a black Priest-top, a black bandana 
pulling his hair from his forehead and a pair of sunglasses covering his green eyes. He looked beautifully sexy 
and breathtaking and | couldn't help but stare for a while. Michael finally broke the positively charged 


atmosphere and walked over to Geoff with a beaming grin firmly in place. 


"You made it! Welcome to our lovely practice room", he said, making a presenting gesture towards the middle 
of the room and causing the rest of us to chuckle at his antics. Geoff's lips spread into a smile as he took off 
his sunglasses, revealing those beautiful green eyes, rimmed by black eyeliner which accented their bright 
color even more. In a dreamy haze | continued to stare at him, my bottom lip firmly lodged between my teeth, 
my cheeks still slightly red and my eyes droopy. | didn't notice the glances of my band mates that | got from 
all sides and finally got pulled out of my trance by Geoff, who took a step towards me and cocked his head 
slightly. 


"Hey, Chris, how was the day at school?" 

At the sound of his voice | directly flinched, my eyes opening wide as they took him in and my lips parting to 
say something, but nothing came out. | nervously cleared my throat and lowered my head, my words leaving 
my lips in a stutter. 

"Oh.it was g-great.." 

Geoff just smiled, but | saw the amused raise of his eyebrows, just like the night before. With heated cheeks | 
looked back down, seeing him turning away and shrugging of his leather jacket, laying it over the backrest of 


the couch before turning towards us again and rubbing his hands expectantly. 


"So... what are we gonna play?" 


Chapter Three 


We jammed until after the sun went down, we just couldn't find an end. Geoff sung all the songs so well, that | 
considered to ask him to join the band completely but | left the urge lying in the back of my mind for the 
moment being. Eventually we did have to stop though because Scotts mum wanted to go to bed and the music 
was too loud. So we called it quits for the night and just hung around a bit more, drinking beer and talking. 


"Well, Geoff, your voice is so good! Where did you learn to sing like that?" 


Geoff smiled at Eddie's words, lowering his head in a kind of shy manner, his action causing him to look all 
adorable and innocent. He slowly tucked a strand of hair that had fallen forward into his face behind his ear 


before answering. 


"| just sang, | never got taught or something like that. | guess my voice just developed naturally", he finally said 
and we all looked at him in awe. If there had been no help from the outside to form his voice it meant he was 


extremely talented. Not that | ever doubted that. 


"That's pretty tough. | think | could never reach a singing level that high without needing help from vocal 


coaches." 


Geoff just smiled again at my comment, ducking his head a little in a self-depreciating way. He seemed 


completely different to me now in comparison to yesterday in the club. So much more insecure about himself 


and his talent. 


"Did you grow up here in Seattle or did you use to live somewhere else as well", | asked after a while of 
comfortable silence, seeing him furrowing his brows and a mix of emotions flashing through his pupils. | 
seemed to have hit a sensitive subject. 


"I'm sorry, you don't have to answer if you don't want to", | quickly added, noticing him flinch as if | had pulled 
him out of some sort of flashback. 


"No no, it's fine. | used to live somewhere else but moved to Seattle at the age of eighteen. So I'm still quite 


new here", he finally answered with a bitter emotion lacing his words and a forced chuckle in the end. 


| just nodded, deciding to leave it like that. Maybe he would open up to me a little more someday and tell me 
why he had reacted that way. But for now | wasn't going to force him into anything. The others seemed to 
notice that something was a bit wrong as well, they had fallen silent and tried not to eye Geoff too curiously. 


There was silence for a few moments until Eddie cleared his throat and all our heads snapped around to face 
him. Obviously not wanting all the attention he had gained, he lowered his head in an apologetic gesture and 
mumbled something to himself while we all slowly lifted our gazes from the poor bassist and concentrated on 


the abruptly broken off conversation again. 


"Ugh, tomorrow's school again’, Scott stated dramatically and we all chuckled, causing him to pout and pretend 


to be deeply offended. 


"Just because you're done with school it doesn't mean that you can laugh at me. Chris, why don't ya got my 
back?", he whined again and | laughed, walking over to sit next to him and pat his shoulder supportingly. 


"Of course | got your back, Scotty, I'm on your team on this one", | stated exaggeratedly and Scott pretended 
to be overly happy, throwing his arms around my neck and placing a smacking kiss on my cheek. His action had 
the others howling in laughter and we couldn't help but laugh along, a faint blush tinting my cheeks as Geoff's 
gaze met mine and my whole attention rested on those deep dimples in his cheeks again He was sexy and 
adorable at once, a killing combination. But just as the edge of my mouth quirked up again to match his smile, | 


noticed the stare of my best friend. 

Michael was looking back and forth between Geoff and me and pierced me with a questioning gaze. Uh-oh. 

| nervously looked down to hide behind a curtain of hair, Geoff looking away as well and getting up of the floor. 
"Well, | need to go, my girlfriend waits for me at home. I'll come over again.. tomorrow?" 

Everyone looked at him since he was the only one standing but no one said something for a while. | felt a pang 
in my heart again as he mentioned his girlfriend, still hiding behind my hair to not show any reaction. Finally 
Michael broke the silence. 

"Um, okay dude. | guess | should get going as well. Chris, can | crash at yours today? I'm too tired and too 
drunk to get back home this late", he said and | looked up, still seeing that curious gleam in his eyes. | could tell 
he wanted to crash at mine's because of another reason but | nodded either way, even though | knew that it 
would ruin me in the end. 


"Sure thing, bro. We can go now because mom wants Mark to be home soon as well." 


Mark let out a protesting groan as | mentioned him having to go as well, pouting and putting his puppy eyes 
firmly on display. 


"Please Chris? Can't we just stay a bit longer?" 


"Nope, no chance dude, I'm sorry. And you see that we're done for today anyway", | replied and he gave in with 
a sigh, getting up of the floor as well, putting on his jacket and throwing his schoolbag over one shoulder. 


Eddie and Scott got up as well, and | hugged each of them goodbye, finally coming to stand in front of Geoff, 
who had just watched the conversation without saying something. As | looked up at him, slightly insecure, he 
just took a step forward with a light smile lingering on those plump, rosy lips, wrapping his strong arms around 


me and pulling me against his chest for a hug. | closed my eyes for a moment and breathed in his cologne, 


storing it in my memory forever and imprinting the feel of his warm body close to mine into my mind. Geoff 
pulled away before it got awkward and smiled at me again, and | saw something sad that | couldn't place in 
those green irises, something dark lingering on his soul. It made me flinch and frown, but as | looked into his 
eyes again, the connection to his soul was shut tightly once again. | could sense that there was something 
wrong, that he was hiding something bigger than we all thought. And | had a feeling that it had something to 


do with his for me still unknown past. 
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"What was up with you today?" 

| knew it. | knew that Michael would ask me that question as soon as we would be alone. 

"Nothing, just leave it be, please", | tried, but sensed that there was no way out of this conversation. Michael 
was sitting on my bed with his legs and arms crossed, his head lightly tilted to the side and one eyebrow being 
shot skyward. He wouldn't let the topic go until he had his answer. 


With a sigh | finally sat down next to him, running one hand through my hair and hesitantly matching his gaze. 
| saw warmth and confusion in them, but also a desperate urge to read my mind. | thought about telling him 
all about it, thought about opening myself up to him. But | couldn't. What if it would destroy our friendship? 
What if he would hate me or find me disgusting afterwards? 


‘lm not gonna let you out of this til you will tell me. Really Chris, | want to know what you're thinking because 


| care for you and want you to be happy. And you seemed kinda down at the Dungeon today." 


That point got me. The knowledge that someone cared about me and wanted me to be happy let a warm 
flutter develop in my belly as | looked at Michael again. 


"Fine, I'll tell you everything you wanna know. Just promise me that this will stay between us and will not leak 


out to anyone else in any way." 


He grinned, clearly happy with my final compliance, and reached out to squeeze my shoulder reassuringly. Then 


he looked at me expectantly and | immediately started to get uncomfortable again 


"Um.. What do you wanna know?", | finally tried to start the conversation and Michael made a thoughtful face 
before asking his first question 


"What is happening between you and Geoff?" 
Fuck. Did he have to ask that? 


"Nothing." My voice sounded bitter and disappointed as that word left my lips and | hated myself for being so 


unable to disguise my feelings. How could | be any more obvious? 


"Would you like something to happen between the two of you?" 


| shuffled my feet awkwardly at that question, looking for a way to get out of the embarrassing situation. The 
situation in which my answer could either be accepted or our friendship could be over. So everything depended 


on my answer to his question. But | would be truthful, Michael was my best friend after all. 
"Yes." 


There was silence for a few moments in which | didn't dare to meet Michael's gaze. As | finally raised my 
head, | was met by first surprise flashing through the dark pupils but then softness and support taking in its 


place. As the edge of his lips quirked up into a smirk, all my fear of unacceptance was washed away. 


"So you're more into dicks than into chicks?", he asked, trying to remain with a straight face but failing 
miserably. His laughter only intensified as | blessed him with a half-hearted ‘fuck off. But all | felt was 


overwhelming relief for being accepted. 


"When did you notice? And what's so special about Geoff?", Michael asked after his laughter had faded and a 


soft smile remained on his face. 


"It was during my last relationship with a girl. We were at a cinema and there was a really handsome guy in 
my age in our row next to me. | noticed the way | was drawn to looking at him and thought about actually 
trying something with another dude. | noticed that | really wanted to try something with another dude and | 
felt so guilty that | broke up with my girlfriend. Until today, | haven't actually tried anything with a dude but 
when | saw Geoff, it was like there was something pulling me towards him and | wasn't able to fight against it. | 
still can't fight against it and l'm scared to ruin everything for the band if he gets to know it in any way and 
walks away from us. | don't wanna get between him and his girlfriend either, so | have to push my feelings to 


the back of my mind with all my might" 
An unhappy sigh left my lips after | had finished, looking at Michael and seeing his thoughtful face. 


"Well, | don't know what to do. We can just wait and see what the time brings", he finally said and my shoulders 
slumped at his words. 


"Okay, that's all | can do to not ruin anything | think", | mumbled and got up, changing into my baggy shirt and 
the shorts | wore during sleeping time. Michael went to my closet and got himself a shirt to sleep in as well, 

finally flopping back down onto my bed, dressed in the shirt and boxershorts. My gaze lingered a bit longer on 
his exposed self as it was usual, but | quickly willed the thought that | could maybe get attracted to him into 
the back of my mind. 


"Come here, we need to get some rest", he said and pulled me out of my thoughts, leaving me stalking over to 
the bed on tired legs. Michael pulled the sheets back and | climbed in beside him, curling into a ball facing away 
from him. My thoughts drifted to Geoff again and that | would never be able to wait for something to change 
without being torn to pieces by longing. | didn't notice that | was crying, but Michael did. 


"Hey, come here Chris. It's okay, I'm here for you", he mumbled near my ear and forced me to uncurl and 
turn around. As | locked my tearfilled eyes on his again, all | could see was the pain | was feeling reflected 


right back in his dilated pupils mixed with the longing to make the pain go away. 


Michael just pulled me into his arms without another word, pulling me close against his chest and giving me 
something to hold on | felt his shirt get wet due to my tears but if he noticed, he didn't care. He just ran his 
hands through my hair and soothed me to a dreamless sleep, my hands that were clutching his shirt like a 


lifeline finally relaxing and falling down onto the mattress between us. 
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The next day | woke due to Michael accidentally kicking me as he rolled over. With a small groan | opened my 
eyes and blinked a few times to adjust my pupils to the light, the first thing my gaze coming to rest on being 
the tousled dark brown mop of curly hair on the pillow beside me. | just stared at the back of Michael's head 
in silence for a while, before | broke out into giggles as a mighty snore filled my ears. Man, how had | been 


able to fall asleep last night? 


Deciding that | didn't want to pull him out of his deep slumber, which he had definitely earned after his hard 
work everyday of the week, | silently slipped out of the bed and got myself a sweater and a pair of blue jeans 
out of my closet before leaving the room and hopping into the shower stall in the bathroom to wake up 
properly. As | was lathering myself up and finally let the suds cascade down my body, all | could think about 
was the way Geoff had smiled at me the night before. And then the gaze which | hadn't been able to identify 
came back as well. The sadness, the fear in those green irises. Why did he just take off afterwards, as if he 
was afraid | had read his expression and interpreted it the right way? Closing my eyes and pulling my hair 
back, | squeezed the water out of it and erased my whirling thoughts with all my might. There was no use in 
driving myself crazy over something that didn't matter so much right then. 


| finally exited the shower again and dried myself off, quickly putting on my clothes and starting to blow-dry 
my hair. When it was just about to be completely dry, the door behind me opened and in came a very sleepy 
looking Michael with his hair completely messed up and falling in front of his round, deep brown eyes. 


"Morning Mike, slept well?", | asked with a smirk, putting the blow-dryer down and turning around to face him. 


"Mornin, yeah, | slept well. The week was just so exhausting, l'm sorry if | snored, | do that when | allow 
myself to relax after being really smashed by work or stress or anything else that requires strength", he 
replied and | smiled lightly at his cuteness, handing him my hairbrush to let him tame that rat nest on his 
head. He smiled thankfully but already exhaustedly in return after having looked at his hair in the mirror. 


‘lm gonna make us some breakfast while you can try to tame that beast on your head", | stated with a 


chuckle, "you want cereals, buns or pancakes?" 


His face lit up at the last word that left my lips and | directly knew what he wanted. He was just as much a 


sucker for sweet things as | was. 


"So pancakes it is?" 
"Pancakes it is", he replied, starting to untangle his hair carefully with the little pink hairbrush. 
Nevermind the color. 


| quickly left the bathroom, noticing that there were two used plates in the sink already, so my mom and Mark 
had already eaten. Rinsing and drying them off afterwards, | stacked them back into the cupboards they 
belonged in before getting all the ingredients | needed for the paste out of the fridge and the cupboards. 


| was just putting the last bit of paste into the frying pan as Michael appeared with his nose in the air like a 
bloodhound. Upon seeing the already quite high stack of pancakes on a plate next to me on the counter, his 
eyes started to gleam and he licked his lips. 


"You're my savior, Chris, I'm starving!" 


| laughed at the dramatic tone in his voice, flipping the last pancake over to finish baking the other side of it, 
gesturing him to take the finished pancakes to the table already. He did so while nearly salivating, careful to 
not drop anything before it was safely placed upon the wooden table. He then got two plates and silverware out 
of the cupboards, setting them down just as | stacked the last pancake on top of the impressive pancake tower 
| built. Getting the maple syrup from the fridge, | finally sat down opposite of him, seeing how he picked the 
upper pancake up with his fork, drowning it in maple syrup before taking a healthy bite and letting his face 
distort itself in pure satisfaction. 


"Mmh, your pancakef tafte fooo goodll", he moaned with full mouth, a stray of maple syrup trickling down the 
edge of his mouth and | could only shake my head, smirking at his poor table manners. | then took a bite of 
mine, noticing that, indeed, | was getting better at producing the sweet pie. 


After only a short while all the pancakes had disappeared and we continued to sit there with full stomachs and 
a satisfied look upon our faces. Suddenly a melody invaded my mind again, a melody that | had wanted to show 
Michael because of its potential. | already had a raw sketch of where the lyrics were supposed to go and the 


melody the vocals should have, but maybe Michael could make some input to those ideas as well. 


| decided to clean up the mess | had made in the kitchen first, Michael offering to dry and stack everything 
while | rinsed. The ingredients were put into their original place afterwards and as soon as we were done, | 
pulled Michael back to my room and told him that | had a few pieces of possible songs to show him. He 
excitedly got his guitar out of its case and waited for me to plug mine into the small amplifier and dig the 
small notepad with all my ideas for lyrics on it out of the drawer below my desk. As | was finally done, | 
showed him the first riff | had been working on and he smiled, obviously seeing the same potential in it that | 


saw. 


"You got some lyrics for this one?", he asked and | nodded, showing them to him and he nodded absently, 


making a few notes on the margin of the paper of what he thought was probably a better word choice or 
word order. We started to discuss and hummed the melody, silently singing the words to see what fit the 
best, and after an hour we had agreed on something that sounded awesome. The lyrics were about a mighty 
woman who takes reign over the souls of everyone. We called her the ‘Queen Of The Reich’ and in my opinion, 
we couldn't have written a better song. 


Queen Of The Reich 


In the dead of the night she'll come and take you away 
Searing beams of light and thunder 

Over blackened plains she will find her way 

Flying high through the night she will hide your fate 

As she takes your soul from under 

And the blinding light of the castle fades 

There is no escape, it's the ending of your precious life 
Your soul slipped away, it belongs to the Queen of the Reich 
The Queen of the Reich, yeah, she's coming for you 
You're fading away, your life cast astray 

A victim the beast shall obtain 

The light will not shine, for you'll die tonight at her shrine 
And black is the last thing you'll see 

Over and over, dreams of dying fill your head 

I's the sign of the cross that you'll find ahead 

No one will answer, the light is fading away 

Captive souls are screaming out in pain 

There is no escape, it's the ending of your precious life 
Your soul slipped away, it belongs to the Queen of the Reich 
You're fading away, no, no, no 

The Queen of the Reich 

You're slipping away, yeah 

The Queen of the Reich 


Afterwards we shared some more ideas with each other and got raw sketches of two other songs, Michael 
coming up with some cool riffs while | tried to capture the fitting lyrics from the billions that were whirling 
through my brain. Tiredness and eventual lateness of the day finally caused us to stop working like crazy, 
noting everything down we've had so far and continuing to play the songs we would play at the festival on 
Sunday. Sunday? Today was Saturday.. Noticing that, | nearly freaked. 

"Mike, tomorrow's the gig! Oh my fucking god, what will we do?" 


Michael just chuckled and took me into a hug, rubbing my tensed back to loosen the muscles. 


"Jesus Christ, everything's fine Chris, don't freak out. We can ask Scott to practice again tonight and go over 


everything again to calm your freaking head a bit if you want", he stated and | took a deep breath, trying to 
concentrate on his steady heartbeat before nodding slowly, causing him to let go of me and walk to the phone 
which | still had in my room from phoning Geoff the other day. | sat down on my bed as | watched Michael dial 
a number, holding the phone to his ear and running one hand through his unruly curls. After a short silence, 


he started to speak. 
"Hey Scott, it's Michael. | stayed here last night, you shithead.." 
He was chuckling while Scott euphorically blabbed about something on the other end of the line. 


"Listen, | wanted to ask if we could practice at yours again tonight because Chris here has a fucking anxiety 
attack that we'll fuck it up tomorrow." 


| mouthed a ‘fuck you' to him as he looked my way, he only replying with a cheeky grin and a wink before 
replying to whatever Scott had been saying again 


"Awesome, we'll come over at.. what about now?.. Great, we'll be there in a bit. See ya!" 
| could hear Scott waving bye as well before Michael put down the receiver and disconnected the call 


"We're on. Grab your things and we're ready to go, | quickly call Ed and Geoff in the time. | believe that this is 
his number?", he asked, holding up the small piece of paper Geoff had given me in the bar the other day. | just 
nodded and left to the bathroom, styling my hair a bit and applying some eyeliner before leaving to the 
bedroom again to grab my wallet and keys, then going to the front door to put on jacket and boots. 


Just a while late Michael appeared, wearing his jacket already and carrying his guitar case and bag from the 
university. He set them down again to put on his boots before gesturing me to open the front door, what | did, 


and he then walked out right behind me. 


The walk to Scott's place didn't take long but by the time we arrived, Eddie was already there, having set up 
his equipment and jamming to Judas Priest's Rock Forever with Scott, which would be one of the songs we 


would be playing tomorrow. 


Michael and | quickly finished setting up our guitars and started to join them in the song, almost directly going 
into the guitar solo that was in two voices, practicing our harmonization even though we knew that we didn't 


have to practice that anymore. 


Just as we were going into the next verse again, we heard the door open and close, causing us to turn our 
heads but not to stop playing. It was Geoff, arm wrapped around a smiling woman's waist, nodding along to the 
sound that was filling his ears. As we were playing the last few beats and finally finished the song, Geoff and 
that woman clapped in acknowledgment, Geoff laying his jacket over the backrest of the couch like the day 
before, before starting to talk 


"That was really fuckin’ good, dudes. Mind if you do that again and | join in with the singing?" 


His deep, rich voice caused me to shake slightly, Michael shooting me an amused glance before nodding at Scott 
to count in the song again. He did and Geoff soon joined us with his singing, meanwhile twirling the woman 
around and making her giggle. | wanted to throw up but | didn’t, instead | focused on Michael's face, seeing his 
determination to play the song with soul in his facial contours and thankfully it distracted me a bit from the 


dancing couple next to me. 


As the song was done, Geoff hugged the woman shortly before gesturing her to sit down on the couch, 
turning to us with an excited gleam in his eyes. Even though | was mad at him for bringing his girl | felt my 
knees getting weak so | quickly draped one arm across Eddie's shoulders in a brotherly gesture to lean my 


weight a little on him, not having to fear to fall anymore. 


"Hey guys, it's great to see you againl", Geoff said with a smile and took each of us into a short half hug 
which everyone returned, even me though | didn't really want to. But he looked so good, he smelled so good, his 
body was so warm, how could | resist to hug him if he offered it to me? 


Tingles prickled the skin of my forearm that had made skin to skin contact to the back of his neck as we had 
hugged, making me rub at it to make the uncomfortably strong feeling disappear. But nothing really helped, it 
stayed put even though | tried to forget it. 


"And by the way, this is Jessica, my girlfriend" 


That sentence pulled me back into reality and | focused my gaze on the young woman sitting on the couch. She 
had long, blonde brown hair and bright blue eyes, her lips were cherry-red and her curvy body was covered 
by high-waisted, ripped jeans and a white blouse. She smiled at me and reached out for Geoff, who took her 
hand and pulled her up off the couch to wrap his arm around her waist again | wanted to punch the stupid 
smile right off her damn face but my expression seemed to cover that thought up well, because no one gave 


me a strange look. 


| noticed how each of the boys went over to her to greet her, Michael even flirting with her to make her 
blush, but | didn't move an inch, still letting my gaze drift from her to Geoff and back to her. She had what | 
wanted and | hated her because of that. 


"Um, hey, what's your name?", a warm voice suddenly greeted me and | noticed that Jessica was standing right 
in front of me and had her hand extended to shake mine. | quickly snapped out of it and took her hand, doing 
my best to smile at her, which didn't actually was too hard because she seemed to be a quite friendly person. 


But she had Geoff. She was the reason | couldn't have him and due to that, my mind placed her under the 


category of enemies. 
‘lm Chris, nice to meet you." 


She smiled and squeezed my hand a little before letting go, going back to the couch and looking expectantly at 


the five of us. When no one had a clue what she wanted, she rolled her eyes and gestured towards our 
instruments, telling us that she wanted to hear and see us playing again. And we did. 


wun 


Affer a few hours of going through tomorrow's set list again and again we finally called it quits and hung 
around again, just like the day before. Jessica was quite nice and friendly, she talked a lot and seemed to be an 
outgoing person. She didn't cling to Geoff all the time, they didn't even kiss once in front of us. And | liked her 


for that, it made her a lot more friendly in my eyes. 


| did, however, notice, that she was eyeing me curiously whenever her boyfriend was speaking, as if to watch 
my reaction. Her piercing stare bore into me and made me quite uncomfortable but | didn't want to raise my 


voice because of it. However, she did. 

"Chris, may | talk to ya for a sec?" 

Her voice pulled me out of the ban Geoff's voice had pulled me into and my head snapped into her direction, 
seeing her standing by the door and gesturing me to follow her. After hesitating a little and looking at my band 
mates and Geoff again, | finally did how | was told and followed her out of the garage. We walked in silence for 
a while before | finally decided to say something. 

"Why do you wanna talk to me?" 


She sighed, before turning to face me. She looked like she could see everything that was going on inside me, like 


she knew how | was thinking about her boyfriend. 
"Chris c'mon, it's so obvious. You get entranced whenever he speaks and you stared me down as if you wanted 
to kill me quite a few times, then sometimes you just look like a kicked puppy who's always denied what he 


wants. Don't play me for a fool and deny it. | know you're into him." 


Her words made me go pale in fear, my eyes widening and getting round and shocked. She knew. Oh my god, she 


knew. What should | do now? 

ale 

But there wasn't anything getting out of my mouth. No words leaving my lips due to shock and surprise. But 
Jessica didn't seem to mind my confirmation of her obvious statement, she just chuckled and smiled at me. 
Wait, what? What the heck is going on here? 


"Why don't you..", | paused to clear my throat, "Why don't you mind?" 


A sad look overshadowed her face as she gestured me to stop walking and grabbed my shoulders with her 


hands to make sure | was listening and stayed. | was afraid what would come out of her mouth. 


"Listen Chris, we're a couple, but not like a real couple. Geoff.. he's been through really tough times and | just 
stayed by his side as his shoulder to cry on, as the one who helped building him up again. He needs someone to 
love Chris, so badly, that me just being there as a close friend isn't enough anymore. | love him as a friend, 
but nothing more. That feeling is mutual and it's good that way. But please don't stop trying, | can see the 
truth of your feelings for him in your eyes. Just.. be careful with him, okay?" 


| nodded weakly, still not able to progress everything she had said They were only friends? Geoff's past was 
fucked up quite heavily? | should try to get close to him? All those questions whirled around in my mind for a 
while, me trying to take a hold of them, but | couldn't. And for the moment being, that was okay. 


Chapter Four 


The gig was a blast. 


We were at our best, full of adrenaline and getting high on the vibe of the festival fever, even though we 
were nervous as hell. Especially me. | was shaking in my boots and almost fainting as the announcer finally 
called out that The Mob would be on next. Michael had been the coolest of us all along, but in that moment his 
eyes had grown round in anxiety as well, his trembling fingers closing around my shoulder blades as he had 


looked into my eyes and had mouthed a fearful but determined ‘lets go’. 


As we had run out on stage and seen the maybe four thousand expectant faces in front of it, a sudden boost 
had fulfilled us. We had set our equipment up pretty quickly and Scott had counted the first song in, the 
audience first eyeing us critically as we had started to play Priest but warming up to us during our thirty 
minute slot. Geoff had made a show out of it, everyone could see that he was born to be on a stage. He had 
been flirting playfully with the girls in the front row and dancing up to all of us, my face heating up as it had 
been my turn concerning Geoff's dancing. He hadn't been thinking about it like | had of course, even if my brain 
desperately wished for it. His arm had been wrapped around my shoulders as we had sung into the same mic 
for one song, his head occasionally coming to rest on my shoulder and the sweaty dark ringlets of his hair 
tickling my heated cheeks. That had given me an extra boost, even though that sounds ridiculous, and | had the 
feeling that | had played even better than before. 


At the end of our set we had taken a bow in front of the audience, everybody cheering and asking us to be 
invited backstage, and in that moment | had felt like | was on top of the world and finally a famous musician 


And Geoff grinning at me made the moment even better. 


wun 


It was just a while after the concert, all of us being gathered backstage together with the members of the 
other bands for a final announcement from the festival host and the following afterparty. The guys and | were 
just euphorically exchanging thoughts about the show when | spotted a familiar face in the crowd full of young 
musicians from Seattle. It was a tall blonde haired dude with bright blue eyes. First | didn't know from where | 
knew him, but then suddenly it hit me. He had been the one that had given me some information about Geoff 
when we had been in the Wild Wind. It was Darren, the young barkeeper. With a smile on my face | made my 
way over to him, tapping his shoulder as | finally reached him. His head directly snapped around and his eyes 


narrowed, trying to recognize me, and when he finally did, his eyes went wide and his grin doubled. 


"Hey, man, almost didn't recognize you with all that eyeliner and stuff", he laughed and pulled me into a half 
hug. Still smiling | hugged him back, clapping him on the back before letting go again and eyeing the other three 
guys that looked like they had been talking to Darren beforehand. But before | could say anything, Darren 


introduced me. 


"Guys, this is Chris. | met him at a bar a few days ago when his band was trying to get in touch with Geoff 


Tate from Babylon. You know him, right?" 


"Tate? Of course | know that guy, he got some serious talent. You're one of the guitarists of The Mob, right 
Chris?", said one of the three, the only one with black hair, and extended his hand towards me. 


"Exactly, that's me", | simply replied and took the extended hand, shaking it and flashing him a rather shy smile. 


"You were great! The audience loved youl Oh, | almost forgot, the name's Jason, guitarist for The Wild Childs, 
consisting of Darren here who you obviously know already, Tommy over there", a short slim dude with curly 
light brown hair raised his hand, "and Jimmy." Upon hearing his name, the young man named Jimmy looked up 
and shot me a shy smile, his dark brown hair falling into his friendly blue eyes. | beamed at all of them and 
felt how they all started to feel more comfortable to talk around me. Jimmy was the first to speak. 


‘I'm the bassist by the way, | admire the one you have so much! His name's Eddie, isn't it? Is there a chance | 


could talk to him?" 


His eyes lit up more and more the more he spoke and | nodded with a smile, pointing over to where the rest 
of my band was hanging out and seeing Geoff looking over to me with a curious look in his eyes and an amused 


smile on his full lips. Feeling my cheeks heating up, | turned to Jimmy again. 


"Just go over there already, he won't bite. Eddie's the loveliest guy in this room | would say, he's probably 
going to ask you if you wanna hang out with him and jam a bit", | chuckled and Jimmy's excited grin widened 
before he quickly ducked through the crowd and reappeared on Eddie's side. The latter seemed really surprised 
and flattered judging by the flush creeping up his face and as he looked towards me, | sent a wink his way to 
let him know there wasn't a random fan that was running his way but someone | had talked to before. He 
nodded at me before focusing on Jimmy again, who had also gathered the attention of Michael and Scott: 


Geoff's eyes on me, however, stayed firmly in place. | turned to Darren again. 
"You guys wanna come over to us? Talk a bit?" 


"Yeah, surel", Jason replied for all of them and | turned around, making sure they followed me, before | made 
my way through the crowd back to my friends. They immediately started to get engaged into the conversation 
about the festival and music in general that was running between Michael, Scott, Eddie and Jimmy and Geoff 
used the time to pull me aside and talk to me. A shiver ran through me as he grabbed my arm to pull me 


away from the group but the surprise lingered above everything else. 
"Hey Chris, | just wanted to talk to you alone for a moment. Do you have the time?" 


"Um.. sure..", | said confusedly, trying to read his expression to know what was going on But | couldn't read 


him, he had a very well-trained poker face. 


First of all, I'd like to say that tonight has been a real pleasure for me. | loved performing with you guys and 
you've all become great friends. We can try to stay in touch, but I've committed myself to my band Babylon. | 


need to return to them, because | write all the material and for me that feels a lot more like the thing I'd like 
to do in my life. | need to have an emotional bond to the things l'm singing and that works best through writing 
the songs yourself. So I'm leaving this project after tonight, just so you know.’ 


| was kind of speechless in that moment. Of course, we had only asked him to fill in for that one gig but 
towards the end | felt like there had grown such a good bond between all of us, that | had wanted to ask him 
if he wanted to join the band. But now he officially quit even before | had asked. Great. 


"Okay man, if that's what you want then go for it. You were amazing tonight though, I'm very glad we found 
you to fill in for the gig. Staying in touch would be great, but | guess we'll be seeing each other around either 
way due to the same music scene we're in. Just.. don't forget the chemistry between the five of us, please?", 
| asked and he smiled softly, the sight causing my knees to weaken. 


‘Of course | won't forget you, you're all way to special for that", he replied in that deep soothing voice and | 
felt a tear rolling down my cheek, hastily swiping at it before he would see my emotions. But it was too late. 


"C'mere Chris, | promise we'll stay in touch, okay?", he whispered and | nodded quickly, lowering my head to hide 
the tears that were now bubbling up behind the barrier | tried so desperately to keep up. But | didn't - 
couldn't - fight anymore as he pulled me into those strong arms and ran a hand through my hair to calm me 
down as my tears silently ran down my burning cheeks and disappeared as tiny wet dots in the fabric of his 
black top. My fingers curled into his back as | just held on for the time my emotions needed to calm back 
down. And Geoff gave me the time | needed, his arms in a strong protective bond around my back and his nose 


buried in my hair to signal me that he was there and it was going to be alright. 


Either way, the tears stopped after a while and his embrace loosened, his piercing green eyes carefully 
overlooking my face and silently asking me if | was alright. | just nodded and swiped a palm over my face, 


stepping out of his embrace and gathering my thoughts and emotions. 


"I'm sorry, dunno what came over me", | mumbled embarrassedly, avoiding eye-contact to prevent him from 


reading me like an open book. 


‘Salright, don't you feel guilty about being emotional’, he replied soothingly and made me smile wanly up at him. 
He winked and petted my hair, slightly messing it up through his action, before wrapping an arm around my 


shoulders and guiding me over to the other guys again 


However, | couldn't participate in the euphoria and happiness around me anymore because of Geoff's words and 
on top of that his presence next to me that made me feel slightly dizzy. So | spaced out, thinking about nothing 
and everything as the conversation around me went on and on, my mind barely noticing how Geoff's arm 


stayed protectively around my back all the time, soothing me subconciously. 


After a while we all exited the bastage area, a few people greeting and congratulating us on our great and 
entertaining show (| believe the latter point was dedicated to Geoff's dancing). Darren, Jimmy, Jason and 


Tommy followed us, Jimmy still in deep conversation with Eddie, who had his arm wrapped around his 


shoulders and laughed along with him. Geoff finally let go of me, the immediate lack of warmth causing me to 


shiver slightly. 


‘lm just gonna phone my girlfriend to tell her I'll be home late, I'm heading after you ", he told me with a 
warm smile that didn't quite reach his eyes and gestured over to a small phone cell that we were just passing 
by. | nodded in return, running one hand through my hair to keep it from falling into my eyes all the time and 
sent him a small smile, which he took notice of and answered to with a thumbs up before he turned around 
and went over to the roofed automat, dialing a number on the small metal display and slipping a few coins into 
the slot afterwards. My gaze continued to linger on his broad shoulders covered by a shiny black leather 
jacket, wandering over his dark wavy hair fraiming his handsome face and then down to his strong curvy 


thighs and that fine ass in those tight blue jeans. Oh how | wanted him to be mine. 


Why did he still speak about his girlfriend all the time when she had told me that they were only friends? Had 
she just fooled me or why was he still so desperately holding on to her? Was he scared? And if so, of what? 
Of the situation? Of being with a guy? OF finding love and getting hurt or being let down again? With a sigh | 

continued to watch his fine backside, seeing him smiling softly as he talked and twirled the phone cord around 


one of his forefingers. He was such a mystery. 
"Hey man, is there someone home?" 


| almost jumped as a hand laid itself onto my shoulder, but soon enough | recognized the happy, a little cheeky 
voice of my best friend. As | turned my head to face him | was met by his first happy expression that quickly 


turned into a serious frown as he saw my own expression. 


‘Oh Chris, don't let yourself down because of this", he whispered concerned, his arm replacing Geoff's around 


my shouders and warming me up again | snuggled closer to his side and looked down, sighing again. 
"It's not just that. He's leaving us after tonight." 


My words caused Michael to go silent directly, his mouth opening and closing but no words able to form due 


to surprise. | could tell he woudn't say something soon and to prevent a tensed silence | chose to speak instead. 


"He told me after the concert. He wants to return to his band Babylon but said that we can try to keep in 
touch. Anyways, | don't really know how to handle it and be able to go on without thinking of him." 


Michael nodded understandingly, his embrace around me tightening and his lips pursing as his thoughtful 
expression invaded his face. 


"Well, maybe it's better this way. Maybe you can get over him in a better way if you aren't around him 
anymore", he finally said and | bit my lip, thinking very intensely about his words. It sure would be good if | 
could forget my stupid dreams of being with him and | tried to tell myself that Michael was right with the 
things he was saying. But a small part of me, the one that was buried deepest into my heart, told me that it 
wouldn't work, no matter how hard | would try. Maybe it would help me to get over him, but did | really want 


to get over him? 


We walked along in silence for a while, my brain desperately trying to come to a conclusion and solution that 
would actually work, but my mind was drawing a blank at the question of how to go on after this. Suddenly | 
heard hurried footsteps behind me and soon enough Geoff's silhouette appeared beside me again, his hands in 
the pockets of his open leather jacket and his head tilted up to the dark night sky, his eyes searching the 


gleaming stars all over it. 


Its beautiful tonight, isn't it?", he whispered, and | nodded absently as | took a quick look at the sky before my 
gaze fixated on him again. ‘It's not the only thing thats beautiful here' my brain remarked but | gulped down 
the urge to say it out loud. Instead | answered to his statement again as | remembered that he couldn't have 
seen me nodding when he had been looking at the sky. 


"Yeah, it sure is beautiful." 
Wow. Very intelligent, Chris. 


But Geoff didn't seem to mind my stupidity, he just continued looking at the sky and smiled softly. | found 
myself staring again and damned myself for that. He can never be mine. He is not interested in me that way! 


But those lips.. 
Just get it together, Chris, you stupid fuck! 


Thankfully Michael, who had left my side to talk to Jason, who had a preference for ESP guitars as well, 
popped up next to me again at the moment in which the awkward silence began to form and the small 
silhouette of Scotts house appeared in the distance as well. | took a quick glance at my best friend, seeing him 
giving me an appreciative nod and chosing to just let it be and enjoy the celebration of tonight's well-finished 


concert. 


wun 


Later that night | found myself splayed out pretty drunk on one of the couches in Scott's garage, a giggling 
Michael with a girl on his lap next to me and loud music blasting through the air of the well filled location. 

Unable to focus on anything properly due to my drunken haze, my gaze just trailed randomly through the 

crowd that was gathered in The Dungeon. 


Eddie and Jimmy were sitting in a corner together with their basses in their laps, Eddie showing Jimmy some 
riff he had taught himself while the latter was attentively listening to everything he was saying in between 
playing. He then tried it as well with Eddie giving him instructions of where to put his fingers and how to get 
the especially difficult picking technique right, both of them nodding from time to time and taking sips of their 
beer bottles beside them. As Jimmy said something, presumably making a joke, both of them burst out 
laughing, Eddie spilling some beer he had been drinking in that exact moment onto his white top and causing 


Jimmy to almost topple over from laughing too hard. 


A smile invaded my face too at that sight, my gaze coincidentally falling on Geoff, whose arm was wrapped 
around a smiling woman's waist who wasn't his ‘girlfriend’. She was quite slim, brown-eyed and almost as tall as 
he was, and wore a constant smile on her angelicly curved rosy lips. And it was just my luck that Geoff's gaze 
met mine in that exact moment, he sending me a wink before cupping the woman's cheek in his hand and 
chastely kissing her. My eyes almost bugged out at the sight and my mouth went dry in jealousy but | didn't 
do anything, | just looked away and let my gaze meet Darren's, who seemed to take it as an invitation and 


started to approach me. 


"Hey, got left out?", he asked with a smirk as soon as he reached me, ruming a hand through his blonde locks 
as he flopped down beside me and took a sip from my beer bottle. Dazed | turned my head into his direction, 


one eyebrow lifting itself at the smug grin on the sure handsome man's face. 


"No, I'm not, just a bit drunk | guess", | slurred, my cheeks heating up at the wide dimpled smile he sent me in 
return. Damn, why was | always getting this easy when | was tipsy? 


"Oh, | know what you mean. | stopped counting the amount of these", he replied and held up my beer bottle, 
taking another sip from it and licking his full lips, my eyes being drawn to them even though | fought it. 


"So, uh, Darren, how old are you exactly? | never had the chance to ask before’, | finally asked, achieving 


another one of those wide dimpled smiles. 


"Guess", he simply replied with a wink and held my beer bottle out to me in an offer to take another sip. | did 
and then eyed him curiously, analysing his face in great detail. 


He had bright blue eyes that were gleaming in cheekiness and intelligence, framed by long dark brown lashes 
that were accented by mascara. His nose was angular but also softly curved in a way, his full rosy lips still a 
bit pouty in a childlike way. His cheekbones were high and a bit prominent due to his slimness, but his face still 
had the roundness of a child's face. He was manly already, but still there were a few signs that he hadn't been 
an adult for long. 


‘I'd say eighteen 


"Hit the target right on, man, Still feeling like sixteen though", he added with a chuckle and held my gaze, his 
laughter disappearing after a while but his smile staying firmly in place. | didn't notice that he had been coming 
closer until his breath mingled with mine, but just as | was about to close my eyes and let my drunken self be 
kissed by a male for the first time, there was a tap on my shoulder. | shrinked back with my eyes shot open, 
turning my head to look at the one who had interrupted us. 


"Geoff" 


Chapter Five 


"Geoff" 


My voice was shaking in surprise and anticipation as his name left my lips and my knees got weak by the wide 
dimpled smile he sent me in return. Thankfully | was still sitting on the couch and didn't have the opportunity 
to fall, because | sure would've if | hadn't been sitting. 


Geoff had been drinking as much as | had, maybe a bit less, during the evening and it had caused his cheeks to 
get heated and rosy, as well as his eyes to get rounder and sparkling in a heavier way than before. All in all, 
my appeal to him got even more prominent because of those changes and of course because | myself had 
been drinking too much and was slowly loosing control of the barrier in my head which held the feelings for 
him back with all its might. So it was no surprise to me when my head started to nod in agreement as he 
asked me to come with him, his words being accompanied by another of those beautiful smiles. And it was also 
no surprise that Darren had stopped to exist in my thoughts as soon as Geoff had stepped into my line of 
sight. 


When he got his answer to his question through the nodding of my head, he held his hand out to me and pulled 
me up, wrapping a strong arm around my waist to not let me fall to the ground with my weak knees and | 
started to giggle while my cheeks heated up, my head resting itself in the crook between his neck and shoulder. 
| closed my eyes as he guided me to some place | didn't know yet, but | assumed, that he would be leading me 
to some place in Scott's house, which the party was slowly but surely transferring to (with the agreement of 
Scott's mother, of course). 


We walked through the chatting crowd in the garage for a while, pausing shortly as Geoff opened the door 
that led to the front yard and then stepped out into the cold night air for another time that night, a light 
breeze ruffling through our hair and causing me to scrunch up my nose as his dark locks tickled my cheek. He 
chuckled softly and tightened his hold on me, his fingers brushing along my hip bone for just a few 
milliseconds, but it was enough to make me shiver lightly in his embrace and let my cheeks get glowing red. He 
noticed my reaction but didn't repeat his action, he just smiled his dimpled smile again and led me to the front 
door of Scotts house, pushing the already open door open wider, leading us both through and then up the 
stairs that led to the bedrooms. 


As Geoff pushed open one door, he quickly closed it again while we both chuckled, seeing a blonde haired girl 
beneath Michael on the bed of Scotts parents, both of them naked from head to toe and making in clear 
through the noises they were making, that they were.. let's say, occupied. We continued to walk down the small 
hallway, the floorboards creaking under our boots and the air we breathed in laced by the smell of beer and 
sweat. But | didn't care, | was drunk and led to a place where | would be alone with the man that had stolen my 
heart the minute | saw him for the first time. The man that would be leaving me after tonight. The irony of 
that should've been clear enough to not make me follow him and do something | would regret later, but | 


couldn't. | was just a teenager that was following his wants and needs, a teenager blinded by love. 


Geoff finally tried another doorknob and pushed the door open as he knew that it was unlocked, revealing a 


small spare room and pulling me inside with him. 


"What are we gonna do now?", | asked, insecure and full of excited hormones. He didn't answer directly, first 


still turned away from me as he spoke. 


"Something | have sworn to never do again’, he whispered with a hoarse voice before he turned and locked the 
gaze of his round widened eyes on mine, me being able to see fear but need in them, two feelings that fought 
each other but neither could win over the other. They both stayed in those beautiful green eyes as he 
approached me and slowly wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me so close to him that our breaths 
mingled. My heart almost lept out of my chest at the whole sensation of him being so close to me, my brain 
getting dizzy due to his unmistakable but undeniably good scent surrounding me. As he spoke again, his lips 
gently brushed mine from time to time and it started to drive me crazy. 


"I need to know, Chris. Do you want me?" 


My cheeks flushed crimson and my eyelids lowered as | nodded as an answer to his question, running my 


tongue absently over my lips. What was his plan? That was all | wanted to know. 
"Do you trust me, Chris?" 


| nodded again and he smiled softly, running his fingers on one hand gently over the silky smooth skin of my 
cheek, before stopping two of them under my chin to tilt it upwards. | shyly looked into his eyes again, those 
bright and beautiful green orbs the gods had gifted to him, and started to drown in them. Almost 
unconsciously my hands made their way up his muscular arms and slid into his silky dark brown locks, seeing 


him closing his eyes while his breath hitched. 


Not knowing if it was a dream or not | closed my eyes as well and leaned into the direction of his warm breath 
on my lips, feeling those soft plump lips finally sliding against my own, their owner first stiffening but then 
relaxing and gently moving his lips against mine. A half-sigh half-moan escaped me as he tilted his head a little 
to the side and let his tongue shyly brush over my bottom lip to ask for entrance that | gladly permitted to 
him. As our tongues tangled in their own silent dance and he held me close to that warm strong body, my 
brain stopped functioning properly. This was so unreal.. so unreal to have one of my biggest dreams and wishes 
be fulfilled. | could never have him in this way, and | knew it even though | was in his arms and kissing him. 


Geoff finally pulled back and the sight of him was a sight to behold. His dark hair was falling partly into his 
forehead, his cheeks were tainted by a pretty blush, his pupils were blown wide in a tender lust with just a 
thin ring of bright green surrounding them and those full lips were reddened and slightly swollen from the 

kisses we had shared. He looked so beautiful, so incredibly beautiful in that exact moment.. 


But just as | had shown him another one of my dreamy smiles and his hand ran through my hair to pull me 
into a kiss again, the door slammed open and a girl stood wide-eyed in the doorway. We shrinked apart as if a 


bucket of ice water had been thrown over us. | then took a closer look at the girl in the doorway. Wavy blonde 


hair, brown eyes that looked almost black in the dim lighting of the room, softly curved lips.. it was the girl 
Geoff had given a kiss earlier that evening. 


It took some time for the young talented singer to recognize the invader of the room but when he did, his 
eyes widened. He opened his still reddened lips to say something while running one hand nervously through the 
dark mane of his hair but she spoke first. 


"Geoff... | thought you liked me.. | thought you'd take me home tonight..” 


Her voice sounded whiny, but there was an undeniable amount of venom dripping off it and giving it a stabbing 


sharpness. Geoff, however, finally found his voice again as | looked at him and broke the awkward silence. 
"Look. I'm sorry, but." 


His voice cracked and she went further into the room to be able to kick his ass in a better way. That was 
when she took a closer look at me and gasped in shock. She had obviously thought that | was a girl as she was 
but | was not. Then she turned to Geoff again and looked at him through squinted eyes with an evil smile on 
her lips. 


| knew you were a looser right from the start, you bitch. You dirty son of a bitch. You committed the worst 
sin you could, now have fun burning in hell with your faggot-boyfriend” 


| saw the rage building in Geoff's eyes at her words but at the same time a hurt so deep that | flinched as | 
saw that particular expression It was as if someone had said the exact same words to him before, as if they 
had opened wounds he tried desperately to heal and forget about. But the raging fire in those green irises 
finally cut out the deep pain, his hand shooting forward and grabbing the front of the woman's shirt to yank 
her towards him while he turned to get her standing between the wall and himself. 


"Say that again’, he spat out, his knuckles turning white from gripping her shirt so hard and | saw with 
growing uncomfort how her eyes were turning wide and her skin pale. Even though she had said things that 
were everything but okay, | needed to stop Geoff. | couldn't let him beat up a fucking girl in front of me. So | 
took a step towards him, carefully placing a hand on his shoulder and causing his head to snap around to be 
able to glare at me. God, how could the mood get this bad? The positive thing about that was though, that | 
didn't feel half as drunk as | had felt before and my brain started to work normally again. 


"Geoff. stop, please..", | whispered and | saw him eyeing me through squinted eyes, just like she had looked at 
him before, and neither relaxing nor stopping his action. So | tried again, looking at him as pleadingly as | could 
and he finally let go with a sudden emptiness flashing through his still dilated pupils, leaving the woman's body 
slumping against the wall behind it and stepping back from me. | held my hand out, tried to get him to come 
back but he didn't, instead he looked at me with that deep hurt in his eyes again before he left the room in a 
hurry, the quick clicks of the heels of his black boots on the creaky floorboards being the only sound that was 
left echoing through the small spare room | was still standing in. Tears left my eyes as | heard him go and 


leave me behind, knowing that it would be the last time | would be seeing him in a long time. 


"Go to hell, faggot", a voice behind me whispered out of the shadows. 


"Fuck off", was all | said in return before | left the room and directly ran into Scott, who was just coming up 


the stairs, in the small hallway. 


"Oh, hey Chris", he greeted me and grinned knowingly at my messed up outward appearance. But as he looked 
closer, he noticed the tearstreaks on my cheeks and froze on the spot with a worried frown written on his 


face. 


"Chris, buddy, is everything alright?", he asked with a soft caring voice, coming up next to me and wrapping an 
arm around my shoulders while he guided me slowly but surely down the stairs and towards the small kitchen 


of the Rockenfields' house. 


My shoulders slumped more and more with every step | took, me hastily swiping at the tears on my cheeks 
that threatened to let everyone know about my state of mind. The two of us finally reached the kitchen, Scott 
pouring us a glass of water each and urging me on to drink it in order to sober me up completely. As | 
followed his advice and downed the amount of water, his brown eyes fixated on my own, worry and softness in 


them. 

"Chris, what the hell happened? Bad lay, or what?" 

My eyes widened at his words, but | shook my head in denial. | fumbled with my fingers and lowered my head 
as | tried to answer him without actually revealing the truth, that | had really been kissed by the talented 
singer we had recruited for the gig. 


"No, don't wanna talk about it" 


His left eyebrow raised curiously at my response, his gaze pinning my own while he tried to read me. But he 


gave up after a while and switched to another topic to somewhat brighten my mood. 
"Man, the gig was awesome tonight! Did you already ask Geoff if he would like to join the band officially?" 
Right. The band. The gig. Geoff. 


As his name left Scotts lips, my eyes subconsciously widened with a glimmer of hope and pain in them, and 


Scott noticed with a serious expression on his face. 
"What's with Geoff? Anything bad happened between you two so you don't want him in the band anymore?" 
| made the fatal mistake to raise my gaze that had rested on my fingers to not have to look at him, but at 


his question | just wasn't able to look away anymore. | looked up and laid my cards out on the table to see for 
him, an emptiness and a hurt in my eyes that made Scott flinch. But his hand reached out to grab my upper 


arm in a tight grip to keep me from looking away again, his gaze pleading me to trust him enough with this and 


tell him what was up. 
But | couldn't. At least not right then. 


To my good luck | saw Michael coming down the stairs just as Scott was about to say something and break 
the silence with his questions. My best friend's face was glowing with his heavily reddened cheeks, his lips 
puffy and a bit dry from kissing and his hair a completely tousled dark brown mess. No wonder the girls loved 
him so much. All in all, he looked thoroughly and truly fucked. 


His glazed eyes finally turned into my direction and he approached Scott and me with a dreamy smile on his 
face as he recognized us. Whatever Scott had been wanting to say, he didn't say it and let the topic rest as 
Michael joined us and rested his forearms on the kitchen counter while leaning on me for support. Apparently 


his knees were still a little weak from the workout his muscles had just gone through. 


The silence between the three of us was finally broken by Michael's bad humor that left Scott with widened 


eyes and me with a knowing expression on my face. 
"Hope we didn't mess up your parents' room to badly, but it sure was comfortable." 


"You didn't, did you..", was all that came out of Scott's mouth at Michael's words, me not being sure whether 
he would freak completely or could see it with humor. Michael didn't seem to care, simply replied with a 
hopeful look, that said something like ‘please wash the sheets before your parents are home again’ and Scott 
sighed, holding his forehead while shaking his head and looking at Michael with a pissed but slightly amused 
expression. | finally couldn't hold back my chuckle anymore, the others first just looking at me but then 
laughing along. | immediately noticed how my mood went upwards again, even though Geoff's escape was still on 


my mind and his look of deep hurt wouldn't disappear and would always stay in the back of my mind. 


"Come here, you..", was the last thing | heard from Scott before he rushed around the corner of the kitchen 
counter and tackled a surprised Michael to the ground, the latter going down with the wind knocked out of him 
and a breathless squeak leaving his lips. Scott crawled on top of him and pinned his wrists to the floor with one 
hand, the fingers on his other running at lightning speed down Michael's ribs, tickling him mercilessly. | saw my 
best friend squeak and squirm underneath my classmate and laughed so hard that tears filled my eyes and my 
belly started to hurt, all the while being aware that Michael was weakly crying out for me to help him. First | 
ignored it but finally, as | could see how he struggled to breathe from laughing so hard, | decided to rescue 
my poor buddy. 


"Stop it Scotty, please..", Michael whimpered with tears of laughter in his eyes and Scott finally let him go, 
even without me having to interfere. Either way, | helped Scott to get the limb guitarist back on his feet, 


feeling how he laid his whole weight on me to get as far away from Scott as he could. 


"Scott... Don't... Don't you ever do that again, ya hear me?", he finally said, still breathless and glaring at Scott 
the best he could. Scott just sent him a smile along with an evil wink, Michael taking a deep breath and 


wrapping an arm around my waist to steady himself. 


‘lm sorry bro, you deserved it though", he said and Michael helplessly looked at me, begging me jokingly to 
stand by his side. 


| won't say anything, sorry but that's your problem mate." 


With a sigh Michael let go of me and looked at both of us again, obviously trying to talk about something 


serious again. 


"So guys, when are you going to go? | mean, when are you going to go Chris and when does the party end, 


Scott?" 


"Um, l'm not sure but maybe it's better to let it stop sometime soon because of school tomorrow", Scott 


replied and looked at me questioningly. 
"I'd say I'd go around now to say goodbye to everyone and leave after that, like you said, school is tomorrow." 


Michael nodded absently and ran a hand through his messy dark brown curls, a defeated look overtaking his 
face as he noticed just how tangled his hair was and how much time it would take to get the unruly strands 
of dark curls untangled in some way. | smiled supportingly at him as | thought back to the day before, when he 
had woken up and it had been just as bad. | finally decided to say goodbye to everyone, a slight shimmer of 
hope to see Geoff again on my way around overtaking me. 


"Well, I'd like to go home now so my mum won't freak, presumably l'm gonna see you tomorrow either way", | 
stated and the two of them nodded at me, first Scott, then Michael pulling me into a hug and wishing me a 
good night. | smiled and nodded at that, then leaving through the front door and seeing a small dark blue car 
parked just in front of the front yard. As | walked down the small path that led to the small gate at the front 
of the property, | noticed someone sitting inside of the car. It was the silhouette of a young man, his head 
hung low and small sobs causing his body to shake lightly in the front seat. | quickly opened the gate and 
stepped out onto the streets, making my way over to the window on the driver's side and shyly knocking. | 
didn't know who it was, but someone who was crying might needed to talk to someone to feel better. And 
listening to people's stories and comforting them was a thing that | liked to do very much. But as the window 
was winded down as a response to my knock, my mission of talking to and comforting the person tilted off its 


axis for a short while. 

It was no one else than our recruited singer. 

It was Geoff. 

His shoulders were slumped and now that the window was open, | could hear his silent sniffles and see the 


tearstreaks on his cheeks which were illuminated by the moonlight. My breath caught in my throat and my 
eyes went wide as he finally looked at me, the look of deep hurt still in his eyes, and in some way he looked 


incredibly small and scared in that moment. And | wasn't even sure if he really recognized me or if he just 
hoped | would be someone who could comfort him. 


"Geoff? Hey, what happened?" 


His only response was another sniffle as he opened the door to the driver's seat, stepping out into the 
moonlight and looking deeply into my eyes as soon as we were face to face. Seeing him this miserable was 
making me sick so | decided to take him into my arms til his sobs would subside. He directly leaned into my 
embrace as soon as | had opened my arms, his forehead leaning against my shoulder while his arms wrapped 
around my back in return, his fingers clutching the fabric of my leather jacket like a lifeline. Something was 


definitely very wrong here. 
‘Its okay, I'm here Geoff. You wanna tell me what happened?" 


"l. | can't tell you, l'm sorry..", he replied, his voice muffled by the fabric of my shirt and | decided to leave it 
like that, | definitely wouldn't push him into something he didn't want. | soothingly ran a hand through his dark 
locks, hearing him drawing in a shaking breath and his head finally raising so he was able to look into my eyes 


again. 


"I'm sorry that you have to see me like this, | just couldn't hold it back as that woman said those words", he 
finally said and | flinched. It really had something to do with that woman calling him a faggot that was 
committing a sin just by living. What had happened to him? Who had called him a faggot before? And most of 
all, why did it hurt him so deeply? 


His eyes searched mine with a helpless look in them, one of his trembling hands coming up to cup one of my 
cheeks in it. | froze immediately, electric bolts shooting through my whole body at the gentle contact and my 


heart starting to race again Oh man, how could | ever deal with not seeing him for a long time? 


| finally hooked my arms around his neck for another time on that evening, his head immediately falling 
forward and into another kiss, his hand making its way into my hair and caressing my scalp gently while the 
kiss deepened further. | knew that he was trying to distract me from asking to many questions but | let it be, 
enjoying the closeness of the man | fell for for another few moments before he pulled away and leaned his 


forehead on mine. 
‘I'm sorry Chris, so sorry. | hope you won't forget me but | have to go now. Thank you for being there." 
With those words he got into his car once again and drove off, leaving me standing there in the moonlight, stil 


panting from the deep kiss and with widened eyes that couldn't take in the fact that he was gone and only the 
red lights on the back of his car remained that were slowly disappearing out of my line of sight. 


